Take a Hike

       I keep telling my Aunt Suellen that she needs to trust her judgment.  "When you know you are right," I say, "you shouldn't let anyone deter you from taking the proper course.  You got a good head on your shoulders." But what happens when the fellow leading her astray happens to be her nephew, (at least by marriage) and her minister?  Uh,  that would be me.  

      After a long hike up some difficult wooded terrain in the Tennessee Mountains Aunt Suellen tried to call me back from my effort to get back to our houseboat.  "I think we need to go this way," she said. But I would have none of it.

         "That doesn't look anything like the way we came," I replied.  "Oh here's where we need to go; I remember this tree." 

       "All right, if you say so." My aunt grudgingly followed.

        After about ten minutes I began to doubt my course, and we had come to a point where we had to descend precipitously.  I told my traveling companions to stay on top as I descended to the water below and got my bearings.  Ten minutes later I emerged from thick woods onto the bank about 20 feet from another boating party.

       "Hello," I said.

       Visibly shaken at the sight of someone appearing so close to them seemingly out of nowhere, they managed to ask me if I was alright.   "Besides not knowing where I am, I'm just fine," I told these folks relaxing in the water next to their houseboat.

        Where am I?"

       "We don't know; we're on vacation!" they said.

        Mildly irritated with this attitude, I was able to coax enough out of them for me to know that Suellen had been right.  For the next 20 minutes I struggled up a couple hundred feet, and the worst of the strain was knowing that I would never live this down.  I could already hear the chorus of "blind guide" jokes.  I already heard Suellen and her ilk feigning tears over Jerusalem and my church members "for they are lost like sheep without a shepherd."

       I wish this tale were not a true story.   Of course, I wish so many stories like this were not true.  There are too many proud adventurers like myself who fail to listen to guidance.  It is crucial to doubt our own opinions enough to receive direction.  What we might sometimes think is an unlikely source of wisdom may indeed be the very fount of salvation.

          At the same time we need to hold firm to what we know to be true and fundamental in Jesus Christ.  We need enough assurance about the basics that overly assured young nephews will not take us away from teachings like the deity of Jesus, God’s self-revelation in him, his atonement for sin, his resurrection, and the assurance of his return.  Those who want to depart from this path need to politely be told to take a hike.   Then we will no longer be infants, tossed back and forth by the waves, and blown here and there.  Being so rooted in a love for Jesus we will make it safely home.

        And, of course, Suellen got us back to our boat location.  A little hot and thirsty, but each I hope a little wiser— perhaps a little more willing to doubt our opinions but simultaneously more assured and assertive about what we know to be true. 

